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J. B. PRIESTLEY

I am always aware of the feelings of my sitters towards the
work. Sometimes they say frankly what they think, and if
they do not say anything, their regard often betrays their
feelings. Naturally, a critical and unfavourable attitude
makes it difficult for me, and I wish to God I hadn't begun
or rather that I hadn't the necessity for taking on a portrait.
In the case of the bust of Mr. Priestley, he seemed none too
pleased with the progress of the work, but one morning he
came into the studio briskly and said :

"It's, this way, Epstein. I look upon this bust as an
insurance for both of us against getting forgotten. If you
get forgotten, there is your bust of me. If I am forgotten
there is your bust of me."

When Mrs. Priestley came to see the bust, she was evidently
dissatisfied, but said nothing until she moved round to the
back, when she said: " Well, at any rate the back is
unmistakable."

This was not so crushing as a sculptor who, looking at a
small head of Enver that I had brought into an exhibition,
exclaimed : " What a beautiful bronze casting ! "

CLARE SHERIDAN'S LUNCHEON PARTY

When I arrived, Clare Sheridan was engaged on a statuette
of H. G. Wells. Wells was sitting on a stand rolling a pellet
of clay in his hands, a procedure which would have maddened
me, had I been working from him.

The sculptor asked me what I thought of the sketch, and
I pointed out that one of the essentials of Wells's facial make-
up was his overhanging eyebrows, which she had not put in.
That addition in modelling gave it th$ Wellsian look. The
luncheon that followed was made up of quite a large gathering,
and had some interesting personalities. Opposite me sat Lord
Birkenhead. He seemed to look duller than any man I had
ever, seen, with his cigar sticking out of the corner of his